Richard's second cheque was due when I got back.
It didn't arrive. Resignedly I went down to Piccadilly,
It need only be once or twice, I hoped. The money was
bound to come next week. It didn't. I was sharing
a bedroom with my mother, so I took my men to the
short-time Paddington hotels. But the neighbours
could see me through the curtainless windows making
up to go out at night and coming home in the morning.
The char-woman, who lived in the same street, realized
after three days what I was, and leaned on a broom-
handle in the area telling her friends about my clothes
instead of working. I could hear the gossip licking
down from house to house as fire runs through the
stubble. "You heard about 17a ? Her daughter's a
bleedin' whore."
The third week came, and still there was no letter
from Richard. I was too disheartened to write to him
again, and even if he were to reply, his answer would
take two months to arrive. I resolved to take a flat in
the West End and go back permanently to prostitution.
There was nothing else to do.
Two days later Bernard sent me from the country
a little stuffed animal which mother misdirected to my
new address. It was returned to him and he called at
Finsbury Park to inquire the reason why. He didn't
give his name. He stood at the top of the steps wrink-
ing his nose like a rabbit and asked if I lived there.
"Mrs Cousins has gone away," mother explained. She
told him my new home, correctly this time, and he
went away without another word.
He never came to see me.    A day or two later I
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